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The Prompter. 





Let Gallick Bards record, 
How Science, by Desporic Bounty d/e/s'd, 


At Diftance flourifing from Freevom’s Eye, 


Reftore the ancient Tafte. 


Mr, Thompfon’s Liberty. 





FRIDAY, 


MAY 14. 1736. 





g@ HAT which Life is to the 
Ate human Body, That, is SEN- 
TIMENT to Dramatic Poetry. 
To the Firft, our Bodies owe 
Me their Power; and have no- 
thing, independant, except 
mere Bulk, and Figure —— 
All, that moves, and adézs, 

< and animates, (in both the 
Body, and the Poem) is the Spirit;——which is 
SENTIMENT. When This is paffionate, and 
juft, an Arr ennobles and becomes the Body: and 
a PatHos glows, and touches, in the Tragedy. 








Alzira is a fhining Proof, that fomething more is 
neceflary, to fupport the Scee, than flowing Lan- 
tage, and an amorous ‘T'endernefs. —— The 
Bae. in all its Strength, as well as Weakne/s, pours 
its Paffions, through this Tragedy. It alarms, fuf- 
pends, confounds, relieves, and fatisfies. It invites 
the Fancy, rectifies the Will, and charms, and 
entertains, the Underftanding. While we read it, 
we aré quite poffe/s’d, and we are held, by the 
Reflexions which rife after it. A Man becomes more 
pleas’d while he is going through it; and more gencrous 
when he has read it over. —~- Partiality, and Cruelty, 
and Avarice, and Infolence, look zerrow and de- 
teftable ; and He extends Humanity to its due Com- 
pafs;.that is, till it includes the World, within his 


Family. 





I aM glad I fawthis Play, {0 lately ——At greatet 
Diftance from it’s Influence I might have been in 
Danger of remembring with Regret, that He who 
writt it is x0 Englifbman.  Thave heard a thoufand 

etty ,Falfehoods, in Difadvantage of This Gen- 
Groans private Character, not one of which [have 
been able to believe, fince firft I read his Writings. 
And, yet, admitting Thefe Things Truths, They 
ought to weigh but light, againtt, Thote Virtues, 
which his Works have taught the Publick. 


He has taken, for his Scene, the Spanifh Con- 
quefts in Perv, and thence derives the Benefit of 
Novelty, and noble Coxtraftes in the Manners of his 
Characters. 1 promis’d, in my Laft, to give my 
Readers fome Idea of the Play: and T his will beit 
be done by a few Speeches, from it. I will take ’em 
from the 1f Act only ; becaufe (of Courfe) the 


13 Nn 7 1 % ? * o> ' sredh our 
coldeft, and leaft capable of any thing tointeret: oul 


Paffions. 


Alvarez, Father to the Spanifh Viceroy, havit 
beg’d the Lives of certain Savages,and igsmeeaal 
Lenity to his Son, and Succefior in the Government, . 
thus anfwers the young Soldier’s Arguments, advanc’d. 
in Vindication of the Rigour, that had been us’d to 
thofe unhappy Natives. hal 


Away, my Son, with thefe detefted Schemes. 

Perith fuch politic Reproach of Rule! 

Are we made Captains in our Maker’s Caufe, 

O’er thefe New Chriftians, call’d to flretch his Name, 
His peaceful Name ! and shall we, un-provok’d, 

Bear Murders, which our holy Cheats prefume 

To mif-pronounce His injur’d Altar’s, Due ? 

Shall we dif-people Realms, and 4il/, to fave ! 

Such if the Fruits of Spain's religious Care, 

I, from the diftant Bounds of our Old World, 

Have to this New One ftretch’d a Saviour’s Name, 

To make it 4atefu/ to one Half the Globe, 

Becaufe no Mercy grac’d the Other’s Zeal! f 
No, my mifguided Carhs, the broad Eye 

Of Oxe Creator takes in All Mankind. 
His Laws expand the Heart: and We, who thus 
Wou'd, by Deftruction, propagate Belief, 

And mix with Gold, and Blood, Religion’s Growth, 
Stamp in thefe Jndian’s Breafts an honeft Scorn 

Of All we teach, from what they fee, we do, 

Carl. Yet, the learn’d Lights of our unerring Church, 
Whome Zeal to fave thefe Souls deprives of Ref, 
Taught my late Youth, committed to their Care, 

That Ignorance, averfe, mutt be compedl'd. 

Aly. Our Priefts are All for Vengeance, Force, and 
And, only in his Thunder, act their God. [ Fire, 
Hence we /eem TuieveEs ; and what we feem, we are: 
Spain has robb'd every Growth of this New World, 
kven to it’s Savage Nature !——Vain, unjutt, 

Proud, cruel, covetous, we, we, alone, . 

Are the Barbarians, here. An indian Heart 

Equals, in Courage, the moft Prompt of Oars ; 

But, in Simplicity of artlefs Truth, 

And every honeft, native, Warmth, exce//s us. 

Had ‘hey, like us, been bloody, had they not 

By Pity’s Power been mov’d, and Virtue’s Love, 

NoSon of mine had heard a Father, now, 

Reprove his erring Rafhnefs. You forget, 

That, when a Prifoner, in thefe People’s Hands, 

Gall’d and provok’d by Cruelty and Wrongs, 

While my brave Followers fell, on every Side, 

Till Lalone furviv’d, fome Jvdian knew me ; 

Knew me, and fuddenly pronounc’d my Name. 

—At once they threw their Weapons to the Ground ; 

And a Young Savage Chief, whome yet, I know not, 
Graceful 











Grace 
“°° Afwarex! is it you (he cry'd) 
«© Ours be your Virtue, but not Ours your Blood / 


STE sc y y 
Live, long !-- 





|» abproach’d ; and, kneeling, 





«¢ Live—and inftruét Oppreffors to be lov’d. 

— Bleft be thofe Tears, my Son!~I think, you weep ? 
Joy to your foft’ning Soul! Humanity 

Has Power, in Nature’s Right, beyond a Father. 
But, from what Motive fprung this late Decline 
From Clemency of Heart, to new-born Rigour ? 
Had you been a/avays Cruel, with what Brow 
Cou’d you have hop’d to charm the lov’d A/zira ? 
Heirefsto Realms, dif-peopled by your Sword, 
And, tho’ your Captive, yet your Conqueror too ? 
—Truft me, with Women worth the being wo, 
The fofteft Lover, ever, beft fucceeds. 

Carl. Sir, I obey.--Your Pleafure breaks their Chains. 

Yet, ’tis their Duty to receive our Fa:th, 

So runs the King’s Command.—To ment Life, 

Quit they their Idol Worfhip, and be free. 

So, thrives Religion, and compells the Blind. 

So, draws our holy Altar Souls, by Force, 

Till Oppofition dies 3 and fleeps in Peace. 

So, dinks a govern’d World, in Faith’s ftrong Chain s 
And but One Monarch ferves ; and but Oxe God. 

Alw. Hear me, my Son--That, crown’d in this new, 
Religion may ereét her holy Throne, [ World, 
Is what, with ardent Zeal, my Soul defires. 

Let Heaven, and Spain, find here xo future Foe ! 
Yet, ne’re did Perfecution’s Offspring thrive : 
For, the fore’d Heart, fubmitting /7:// refifts. 
Reafon gains all Men, by compelling none. 
Mercy was always Heaven’s diftinguifh’d Mark 5 
And he who bears it not, has no Friend sere. 


I aM oblig’d to break off, in the midft of a 
beautiful Scene, to make Room for the Lady, who 
gives Name tothe Tragedy. ——She appears, in the 
Courfe of this Act, with her Father ; who, having 
lately Himfelf been converted to Chriftianity, and 
by. his Influence converted his Daughter, now coz- 
juresher, inthe Name of ‘That New Power fhe had 
been taught to adore, to marry the Spanifb Viceroy, 
thereby to protect her unfortunate People, and (in 
his own ftronger Expreffion) 


Lend the lov’d Publick her reluctant Heart ; 
And, on the Joy of Millions build her own. 

Alz. Alas, my Father, /pare this dreadful Zea/. 
Has not the Parent {poke ? Why {peaks the Ged ? 
I know, and I confefs, a Father’s Power : 

At His Command, to facrifice the Life 

He gave me, is a Duty, Nature taught. 

But, my Obedience pafies Nature’s Bounds ; 
Whate’re I fee is, with my Father's Eyes 5 
Whate’re I ove is, for my Father’s Sake : 

I chang’d my very Gods, and took my Father's. 
Vet has this Father, pioufly Severe, 

Wrong’d my believing Weaknefs, and undone me, 
He told me, to compofe my troubled Heart, 

Peace held her Dwelling at the A/tar’s Foot. 

He told me, that Religion cur’d Defpair, 

And foftn’d ev’ry Pang, that pierc’d the Soul. 
But, ah! *twas all Deceit! all, dear Delufion ! 
Mix’d with the Image of an aweful God, 

A human Image ftruggles in my Heart, 

And checks my willing Vertue, in it’s rifing. 
Zamor, tho’ dead to Nature, lives, co Love. 
Zamor, fill triumphs, in A/zira’s Breatt : 

Lord of her Soul, and holds backall her Withes. 
—You .--Alas ! you blame a Guilt you cau;'d. 

uench then a Flame, -too hard for Death, and Time, 

And force me to be His, whome moft I Late. 

If my lov’d Country dds, I muft obey. 

But, while by Force you join unfocial Hands, 
‘Tremble, whene’re you drag me to the Altar, (5 
Tremble, to hear my Tongue deceive my God 
To hear me, to this hated Tyrant, vow 

A Heart, that beat8unchang’d, dnother’s Due. 
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Pity my Age, unit for déngth’ning Woes : 
Nature asks Ref: pity thefe falling Tears. 
By all our Fates, that all depend on Tek, 
Let me conjure thee, to be b/ef;’d Thyfelf ; 
Nor clofe in Mifry, my Life’s laft Scene. 
Why do I dive, but toredeem thy Hopes ? 
For thy own Sake, not mine, afi? my Care. 
Blaft not the ripening Profpect of thy Peace, 
Hard, and with labour'd Patience flowly grown. 
Now, on my inftant Choice, depends thy Fate ! 
Nor only Thine, but a whole People’s Fate. 
Wilt thou detray em ? Have they other Help? 
Have they a Hope, but Tues ?--'Think, think, A/zire3 
And nobly lofe Thy/e/f, to fave a Strate. 
Alz, Crue) Accomplifhment ! fublime Deft / 
So Seign we Vertues,. to become a Throne, ° 
Till Pubhe Duty drewims our private Truth. 


(Thefe ! 


Exter Don Carlos. 

Carl. Princefs, you give a Lover Caufe t 
‘That this long Labour Sf your flow so tg = 
Springs, froma Heart too cold to feel his Flame. 
While, for your Sake, fufpended Law farbears 
To punifo Rebeis, whome you with to /ave, 
Ungrateful, youcompell a Nation’s Freedom, 

And bind, in Recompence, my Chains, more clofe. 
—Yet, mifconceive me not.———-I wou’d not owe 
A foften’d Sentiment to having ferv'd you. 

That were to bribe a Heart my Pride wou’d win. 

I fhou’d, with mingled Fayand Blufes gain you, 
If, asmy Perquifite of Power, you fell. 

I muft attrac, not force you : I wou'd owe you 
All to yourfelf: nor cou’d I tafe a Joy, 

That, in your giving it, might coft you Pain. 

4lz. Join, join, my fruitlefs Prayers to angry Heaven; 
This dreadful Day comes charg’d with Pains for Both. 
No wonder you dete& my troubled Soul : 

It burits un-veil’d from my difclofing Eyes, 

And glows on every Feature’s honett Air. 

Such isthe P/ainnefs of an Indian Heart, 

That it difdains to {culk behind the Tongue, 
But throws out all it’s Wrongs, and all it’s Rage, 
She, who can Aide her Purpofe, can BeTRAY : 
And That's a Chriftian Vertue, Iv’e not learnt. 

Carl. I love your Franknefs, but reproach it’s Cau/e. 

amor, remember’d Zamor, fpeaks, in This. 

ith Hatred, ftretch’d beyond th’ Extent of Lif, 

He croffes, from the Zomb, his Conqu’ror’s Will ; 
And, felt through Death, revenges rival Love. 
Ceafe to complain, and you may learn to Sear. 
My Fame, your Duty, Both, require a Change ; 
And I muft with, It were, from Tears, to Foy. 

Alz. A Rival’s Grave thou’d bury Jealoufy. 

But, whence your Right to cenfure Sorrow for him ? 
I bo'd him: I proclaimit. Had I nor, 

I had been blind to Senfe, and loft to Reafon. 
Zamor was all the Prop of our fal’n World: 

And, but he lov’d me much, confefs’d xo Weaknefi. 
Had I not mourn’da Fate he not deferv’d, 

1 had deferv’d the Fate, He felt unjuftly. 
For you, be proud no more ; but dare be hone/. 
Far from prefuming to reproach my Tears, 
Honour my Conftancy, and praife my Vertue. 
Ceafe to regret the Dues I pay the Dead; 
And merit, if you can, a Heart thus faithful. 

Carl. Spite of my fruitlefs Paffion, I confefs, 
Her Pride, thus darting it’s fincere Difdain, 
Aftonifhes my Thought, and charms my Anger. 
What fhall I then refolve ?—— muft it coft more, 
To tame One female Heart, than 4/ Peru ? 
Nature, adapting her to fuit her C/imate, 


[Exit.] 


Timp Left herall Savage, yet all Shizing, too. 
wy \ But, "tis my Duty to be Mafter, here ; 


Where (She alone excepted) All obey. 
Since then too faintly I her Heart incline, 
I'll force her ftubborn Wi//, to bend to mine. 





{ Exit.) 





Printed for T. CooPeR, at the Globe in Pater-noffer Row : 
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Where Letters to the AUTHOR are 


taken in. And where the former Numbers may be had. [Price Tave-Pence.7 
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